CHAPTER   ELEVEN

" THIS/' said Alec to Elsie, " is a great waste of money. I
suppose in a year or so now Simmons will be sending you
to this chap in Austria, and soon after that you and Hortense
will be gaflivanting all over the world. As for me, I don't
propose to end my days in Manchester. So why have we done
it ? Why couldn't we have stayed where we were ? "

" I've loved doing it, anyway," said Elsie.

" Miss Small," Alec shouted through the open door,
" you may come and clear away/'

Miss Small, who was small even for her fourteen years,
came in with a grin on her plain pudgy little face. She
thought Mr. Dillworth was a caution, but she liked being
called Miss Small. It was better than her real name, Sarah
Longbottom, which the children in her street were accus-
tomed to interpret rudely. And she liked working for Mr.
Dillworth and his sister. This was her second " place," and
she had not been happy in her first, That had been in a
house where three lodgers came in at all sorts of odd hours,
expected meals at different times, and wanted fires laid and
lit at inconvenient moments. Sarah's mistress had been
terribly afraid of offending " the young gentlemen " and had
chivvied Sarah from morning to night.

When she had gone to work for the Dillworths at the
little house in Burnage Lane, the child had been amazed, on
coming down the first morning, to find Mr, Dillworth on
his knees at the kitchen grate, lighting the fire. " Hallo,
Thumbelina," he said. " You're up early."

" That's my job," she said stoutly, pointing to the grate.

"Don't you believe it, Miss Small," Alec answered.
" You get the breakfast ready. That's enough for you to be
getting on with, you sparrow,"

So it had gone on, Mr. Dillworth always lit the fire, and
she was always allowed to have her breakfast when they were
having theirs, which was a nice change, because she had been
expected, in her last "place," to wait till all the young
gentlemen and her employer had finished, so that sometimes